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He wasn't entirely sure how he had got here. To the point where the Universe seemed to slow down. He could 
feel the air shifting. Feel the quiet unnamed throb that was life. The pulse of the earth. Feel how everything 


that had ever happened in his life boiled down to this one moment. 


Dave Mustaine. A man known for straight up shit talking. A notoriously violent drunk. A man who's personality 
supposedly matched the unruly fiery mass of hair that tumbled down his head and spilled over his shoulders. 


A man who lay in Kurt's lap. Purring. Fucking. Purring Like a kitten as Kurt ran his fingers through that fluffy 
ginger cloud. A man that looked up at the blond through watery eyes, desperate as he came down from a 


panic. 


"IFs okay." The younger man cooed, continuing to pass his hand through the red curls. Smoothing them out and 


laying them down. "You're okay. Im here. He didn't see you. He doesn't know." When Dave made a move to hide 
his face as fresh tears welled up, Kurt gently hooked his finger under the older man's chin. Tilting his head up. 
Forcing him to keep those teary hazel eyes focused on him. "He doesn't know." He said, a bit more firmly this 


time. "You're safe here." 


* KK 


It had been a few weeks since Dave and Kurt had met. A few weeks since Kurt had spontaneously requested 
that Dave move in with him. A few weeks since the first of many panic attacks and tears shed. A few weeks 
since he'd learned of Daves abuse from his partner and wanted to put a stop to it. They had been strangers 
then. Simply knowing each others names because of who they were and who they were associated with. But in 


that time, a seemingly unlikely friendship had blossomed. 

As per what was expected, many of the stories and things Kurt had heard about the thrash metal frontman 
had been outright lies and blatantly wrong. Dave proving to be a rather intelligent, funny, maybe even sweet 
guy. OF course he hadn't come in piss drunk yet either. So perhaps those stories were true. Either way, it was 
no matter. 

One day, perhaps three weeks after Dave had settled in, Kurt was doing laundry at the machines in the 
basement of his building. Normally he wouldn't have bothered. But sometimes he got an odd itch to do some 
form of chores. Not often. But he'd gotten grease all over his favourite cardigan. It seemed like a good enough 


motivator. 


As he was pouring the detergent into the washer, he was somewhat startled by someone coming up behind 


him. Evening out his shaking hands again, he couldn't help but smirk. 


"Hello, Mustaine." Kurt croaked, imitating a line from a film they'd watched the other night. Happy to see Dave 


smile. "What can | do you for?" He asked, voice returning to normal as he locked back at the slightly taller man 
"Was just looking for you." Came the soft response. "Just woke up’ 

"Did you get a cup of coffee?" 

"Yeah." He seemed distracted. Kurt turned around. Looking the redhead over. 

"Are you okay?" 

‘Um, yeah. Just didn't really sleep. 

Sympathy and concern creased the blonds brow. 


"Nightmares?" He asked. Earning a small, timid nod. Kurts lips formed a tight line. "Let me throw this on and I'll 


come upstairs, okay?" 


Dave shook his head, looking up and managing a small smile. "Its okay. Take your time. | don't mind watching." 
Still thinking about it, Kurt slowly returned to his chores. Dave watching as he measured out the detergent. 
Shuffling over to the dusty counter and hopping up to sit down Watching as the blond folded and sorted the 
clothes. Realizing that he probably wouldn't have if he hadn't also done Daves laundry. 

"So did you want to talk about the nightmare?" Kurt asker after some time of silence. 

Dave shrugged. "Not much to talk about. Same shit, different day." 

"David..2" 

"Yeah." 


" What did he do in this one?" 


Dave frowned a bit, seeming to think about it. "The usual." Came the final response. And Kurt sighed. 
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Funny thing about the pulse of the universe. When it really comes down to it, it matches the pulse of a dying 
man. Thrums along with each weak pump of a heart struggling to stay alive and force weakening lungs to take 
that final breath into a body over and over again until its no longer the last. 


Funny thing about dying. 


Its not always as scary as some make it out to be. 


The door opened and in stormed a furious looking David Immediately Dave was on his feet. Shaking as the younger 


man strode towards him. Backing away as he reached out. 
He stank of cigarettes, booze and some other unnameable acrid scent 


"You fucking slut!" He screamed, grabbing Dave by the throat. Shaking him as he roared "Motherfucking whore! Who 


was she?!" 
Dave sobbed, nails scrabbling against work roughened hands. Breath coming in short pants as he blinked back tears. 


"Who? What are you talking abou--?" David squeezed harder. "Junior!" Dave cried, panic sinking in He couldn't 
breathe. "Junior, please--" 


‘My name bitch! Use my fucking name, you piece of shit" 
Dave blubbered, unable to help as the tears spilled over 
"David. 

"Yeah, bitch?" 


"C-can't breathe.." 


David laughed. Dave shrunk into himself. The sound chilling him to the bone. Unable to see any recognition in his 


once-lovers eyes. 


"You hke it" David hissed. Biting at Daves earlobe. "You know you hke if, you fucking slut. Is that why you went to 
your lady friend? Did she do it rough?" 


‘David, what the fuck are you talking about?!" 
The grip around his throat tightened briefly, causing the redhead to cough and struggle more before the bassist 
shoved him away. Sending Dave spiralling back to the floor. Landing unceremoniously on his butt. Wheezing. Struggling 


to catch any breath he could manage. 


"That fucking bitch at the bar!" David shrieked, towering over the other man. "Bottle fuckin’ blonde kept fuckin’ 
feeding you drinks n' fuckin' fouching you!" 


Dave whimpered as he realized what David might have been talking about. "David. That was the bartender." 
There was no reasoning with the strung out bassist 


"l dont care who you say she is." He sneered A wicked grin coming over his face soon affer. "Was she at least a 


decent lay?" 
"David." 

"Well?" He took a step forward 

"David, | never slept with her." 

"Hal What, she turn you down? Don't blame her, really. Who the fuck would want you" 


Dave whimpered You used fo.. He thought miserably. Knowing that if he voiced said thought he'd be feeling it into 


next month 


"Dave, Dave, Dave.." David tutted Shaking his head and circling the stil fallen redhead as though he were a mere 
mouse in his predatory gaze. "Oh Dave.." 


The image blurred. Davids sinister face melting into a much kinder one. Gold-yellow hair. Blue eyes. The cold 
Voice repeating his name becoming softer. 


"Dave? Dave. Oh Dave! Hey, you in there?" Kurt was snapping his fingers in front of his face. Concerned eyes 
trying to meet his tired gaze. 


‘Sorry, what?" Dave shook himself, sitting up in his seat and trying to rid himself of the remnants of his 
daydream. 


"| asked if you wanted the last of the cereal" Kurt said, pushing the nearly empty box toward him. "There's no 
milk, but its okay dry.” 


"Um. No, l'm okay." Dave muttered, passing a hand through his hair. "Not really hungry." 
Kurt put his cup of coffee down. Looking up at Dave seriously. 

"What?" 

Kurts frown deepened. "Tell me” 


"There's nothing to tell" Dave grumbled, grabbing the cereal and pouring the last of it into his bowl. Picking at 
it with his fingers. Hoping that would appease the blond and get him off his case. 


It didnt. 

"There obviously is. What's the matter? What's going on in that big head of yours?" 

"Fuck you." 

"l'Il pass on the offer. Thanks. Seriously, Dave. What's the matter?" 

Dave couldn't help but smirk, sobering again when prodded. Staring at his dry cereal. 

It was my fault, y'know." He said quietly. Kurt leaned forward. Eyes trained on him, trying to stare him into 
looking back up. "I got him started on drugs and drinking.. Took that innocent kid and fucking ruined him. | 
deserved everything | got for it." 

Kurt continued staring at him in silence for a moment. Letting the words hang in the air before he spoke. 
"You might have introduced the ideas, but it was his own choice to start using. Its not your fault he got 
violent when he got high. Not your fault he turned into a fucking asshole. You didn't deserve it. No one 
deserves to get the shit beat out of them because the person doing the beating cant handle their shit. Drugs 
or otherwise." 


Dave finally looked up, "You're awful sure about it. Maybe you should tell him that.” 


Kurt sighed, rubbing his face. "If | were to see him, knowing what he did to you, | wouldn't be doing a whole lot 
of talking" 


"And here | was thinking you were trying to take a Buddha route around all this. ‘No one deserves to get the 
shit beat out of them’ and all." 


Kurt frowned more. "I said no one deserves to get beat up because the aggressors an idiot. Someone like that 


deserves to get the shit beat out of them." 

Dave smiled a little. "Nice to know the little guys got my back." 

Finally, Kurt relaxed. "Well yeah. Isn't that how its supposed to go?" 

Dave started to eat his cereal a bit more. Faint smile playing at his lips. 
There was a knock at the front door of the apartment. After a moment, Krist walked in. Grinning ear to ear. 
"Morning! | have a favor to ask." 

"Right to it." Kurt chuckled past a mouthful of cereal. "What's the favor." 
"| met this girl." 

"Oh no." 

". And want to go on a date tonight...” 

"What, did you threaten her?" 

"Fucking. Kurt. Shut up and listen" 

Dave snorted quietly. Kurt stuck his tongue out at him. 


‘le got a date tonight, but she wants to do a group date thing. She's bringing her girlfriend with her 
boyfriend and wants me to bring a double date." 


Kurt's brow furrowed as he looked back at Krist. "| don't have a girlfriend. In case you haven't noticed. Get 


Grohl to go with you." 


"He's busy." Krist whined. "Please, Kurt. Um 


bring Dave." He motioned towards the redhead, causing him to look up from his hiding. 
"You want me and Dave to be your double date..? Were not dating.’ 


"For crying out.. Kurt. | just need two people to come with me. Pleeeeasel" He practically fell to his knees 
begging. Hands in prayer position as he pouted his bottom lip. "Don't make me grovel. Please. Dave, I'll beg you if 


| have to." 


Dave stared hard at his cereal. Chewing slowly and not wanting to swallow. Anxiety starting to turn his 
stomach. Kurt looked between Krist and Dave, letting both mer's situations weigh in his mind. 


"Well talk about it.. But first, before you go, can you run to the store for me and grab some milk?" 
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So maybe a double double date shouldn't have been that bad an idea. It cost less money because everyone 
pitched in a little bit to pay for things, there was (usually) a sense of security in knowing there were other 
people there and your new date wouldn't try and abduct you in the middle of a group. Its more laid back too. 


But only when you're actually taking part in being a "date". 


Otherwise its just awkward. Being the proverbial third wheel was bad enough when having to bum around a 


normal date for your friend But when there were two other couples plus your friend and their significant 


other? That's three times the third wheel. 


Kurt was folded awkwardly into the movie theatre seat. Stuck sitting next to Krists girlfriends friends as they 


flirted obnoxiously and felt each other up through the movie previews. 


Kurt jammed popcorn into his mouth like his life depended on it. Trying to drown the internal screaming in salt 
and melted butter. He'd thought that having sex in the back of an empty theatre was a trend that ended at 
high school. Clearly, it did not. And clearly, it didn't matter if the theatre was actually empty or not. 


Fucking exhibitionists. 


Dave wasn't much better off. Seated next to Krist and his new girlfriend.. Their night hadn't been going quite 
as the other couples. But it was just as awkward having to listen to the bickering and pretend not to be 
listening to it. He sipped at his Coke and stared at the big screen timidly. Looking and feeling like a small child as 
he pretended to be interested in the movie. 


When the necking and flirting gave way to dirty talk and trying-not-to-be-obvious-but-turning-out-very- 
obvious-instead stroking and teasing. Kurt abruptly stood up and excused himself. Moving a few rows up and 
sitting himself at the end of the row to be able to make a quick get away if the movie ended up sucking. 


As though he were his shadow, Dave followed close behind him. Eyes wide as he sipped his drink and continued 
watching the screen while walking. 


"Having fun yet?" Kurt huffed, crumpling the empty popcorn bag and tossing it a few rows forward, grinning a 
little when he heard an annoyed shout. 


Daves gaze finally shifted to the blond. "It was your idea 


"Yeah, but was a really stupid idea. Why did you agree to this? You should have grabbed me and went ‘Kurt, 
this is a stupid idea, lets stay home and play Scrabble and order pizza over TV instead!" 


"| didn't want to leave the apartment." 
"Yeah but you needed to. You've been inside too long." 


Dave snorted. "You make it sound like I'm a dog. Been inside too long.. What, afraid | was going to start chewing 


the furniture?" 

"Nah, was afraid you'd piss on the carpet." 

"Whatever, man. It wasn't my idea to come out. Suck it up." 
Kurt groaned loudly. Flopping back in his seat. 

"No, | wanna go. This is stupid. Even the movies stupid." 


"Then lets go." Dave said, shaking his empty cup before squishing it and imitating Kurt's earlier move. Tossing it 
a few rows up. Smirking when he saw it bounce off some sleeping teens head. 


"But what about Krist?" 


"He's a big boy and can take care of himself. Besides, he's getting on just fiiiine. Come on" Dave was already 
standing, looking around to make sure he had everything. Pulling his beanie on his head as he smirked at Kurt. 


"Come on, Blondie, we're headin’ ‘er." 


Rolling his eyes,Kurt slowly got to his feet, wandering out of the theatre room and eventually out of the 
building altogether. Feeling somewhat drunk as the cool night air hit him. 


"So what now?" 


Dave was fumbling with his lighter, trying to hide the little flame from the slight breeze so he could light the 


cigarette he'd placed between his lips. Brow creased in the utmost concentration. 


"Um." He took a sharp breath, blowing out the smoke and shoving the lighter bsck into his pocket. "Walk home? 


Go somewhere else?" 


Hs nearly midnight." Kurt pointed out, "The only other places open are bars. You wanted to skip the shitty 


movie to barhop?" 


Dave frowned, following as Kurt started walking. "No. | want to go back to the apartment. | don't want to be 
out. Not in public. Not um. At night." 


The blond looked back at him curiously, digging out a cigarette of his own and lighting up. 

"Scared of the dark?" He knew the real reason 

"Yeah, lets go with that." 

"You can't just hide forever, Dave.. You know that. Right? Sooner or later itll come to bite you in the ass." 
"Name one way it could possibly come back to bite me." 


"Um, your band for starters. For two, you can't be running scared all the time. You'll drive yourself straight 
into a friggin hospital bed. " 


Dave merely grunted. Eyes trained on the ground in front of him. He knew Kurt had a point. But he didn't want 
to admit it. He thought he dealt with things fine. 


"Hey!" The voice cut through the air like a knife. Dace recognised it instantly. Eyes widening as he looked across 
the street. Staring, horrified, as the barkeep tossed a honey-blond man out onto the sidewalk. 


"| don't care who you think you are on the fuckin’ stage, Mr. Ellefson, but if you come into my bar, you're just 
another customer. You try and cause another disturbance like that again and I'll toss your scrawny rock n' roll 


ass in the dumpster out back!" 


David lay on the sidewalk. Winded. But giggling. Teetering as he slowly got to his feet. He looked like shit. Even 


from the distance, Dave could tell. 


"Dave?" Kurt looked back to see what was keeping the ginger so intrigued. When he saw the man across the 
street, he tugged at his jacket. "Dave, come on. Let's go. Hell see you." 


Dave didn't budge. 


"Dave, come on" Kurt was more insistant this time. Wrapping both his arms around Daves one and tugging him 


along. 
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"Dave.. Are you okay?" 


They'd walked a few blocks. Some of them spent running. Sprinting in various directions as he tried to make his 


mind up on where to go and what to do. If Kurt was out of breath or annoyed by the fact, he didn't let on 
Fine." Came the short reply. Shaky hands reaching for the fourth cigarette to be smoked in under an hour. 
"Dave." 

"What?!" The redhead turned on the other. Eyes blazing. Body tensed. "What the fuck do you want?!" 

Kurt didn't even flinch. 

"Talk to me." 


Three words. Three words and Dave snapped. Broke. Three words and the anger that had once hung over him 


dropped, leaving nothing but exhaustion in its wake. 
He didn't even realize he was crying. 


"He looked so bad, Kurt.. Maybe | made the wrong choice to leave him.. H-he needs me.. H-he.. He." He choked 


on a sob. 


Wordlessly, Kurt stepped forward and wrapped his arms around the taller man. Pulling him down and forcing 


his head into the crook of his neck. 


"| fucked up." Dave cried, "| fucked up. | fucking shouldn't have left. | need to go back. Need to try and help him.. 
Its my fucking fault and then | just left him. I'm going back" Dave tried to pull away, as though his mind were 
made up and he was going to go back and try and find his bandmate. Kurts hold only tightened. "Let go of me!" 
Dave squirmed and fought against it. "I'm fucking going back. Let go!" 


Jaw setting, Kurt only held tighter. "No. You're not going back to that. You can't help him no matter how much 
you think you can. He needs to help himself first." 


"Let go!" 
"No!" 


Kurts grip didn’t loosen. Not as Dave squirmed. Not as Dave yelled. Not even as he managed to punch him 
repeatedly in the ribs in an attempt to escape. 


"He'll die if | don't go back" Dave cried. 
"And you'll probably end up dead if you do." 


"| don't care." He blubbered, burying his face in the crook of Kurts neck and sniffling. "| don't care. | deserve it. 


Deserve his punishments.." 
"For fucks sakes, Dave. No." 
"You said you'd let me do what | wanted! And | want to go back!" 


"Yeah, unfortunately for you ‘letting you do what you want does not translate to letting you be a fucking idiot. 


Come on" 


"Where are we going..?" Dave asked weakly. Following the blond as he lead him further through the streets, 


despite his previous threats to run away. 


"Home." 
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Once home, the two went about their usual schedules. Kurt throwing whatever food there was on to cook, and 
watching the television while it did its thing. Dave went to shower and doodle in his journals before coming out 
to the smell of food and joining his roommate in front of the tv. 

Kurt noticed that Dave had run out of his own shower gel and shampoo. Dave noticed that the faint scent of 
the others body wash seemed to chase away the still remaining hurt at seeing his ex-lover thrown into the 
street like any other overbearing drunk. 

After their midnight meal, and usual late night programs, they went to their respective rooms. 


And as per usual, neither found themselves able to sleep for their own reasons. 


Kurt lay tossing and turning and unable to find a position that didn't ache his back. Entire body seeming to 


scream in the struggle. 


Dave lay unable to chase away the images of the previous nights dream. Worried that it would come back. 


Worried that, once again, he would have to suffer Davids torments. 


Quietly, Dave slipped out of bed. Padding down the hallway, he didn't bother knocking before stepping into the 


other bedroom. 

"Kurt..? Are you sleeping?" He knew he wasn't. He could hear him shuffling around under the covers. 

"Trying to." Came the muffled response. 

"| can't." 

There was a sigh, then Kurt strenuously sat up. He couldn't see him in the dark, but he felt his gaze on him. 
"Come here." 


Shuffling further into the room, Dave wordlessly crawled into the others bed and made himself comfortable. 


Kurt lay back down. Back facing him. Dave turned to face his back. Just like usual. 


"Good night" The blond muttered. Happy to find that the warmth emanating from the other body seemed to 


soothe the ache in his spine. 
"Hmm hmm." Came the muffled reply. Glad to feel another person next to him, chasing the nightmares away. 


And as usual, both finally fell asleep. And as usual, both awoke awkwardly tangled. Dave embarrassed, and Kurt 
not minding. 
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"l'm sorry." Dave muttered miserably for what had to be the thousandth time that morning. 


"Don't be. | don't see what you're getting all worked up about" Kurt continued scouring the cupboards and 
fridge. Looking for anything other than instant coffee to eat. 


"B-but it is a big deal." Dave blubbered, tears stinging his eyes. His cheeks heating in his embarrassment. 
"Most people would freak if they suddenly woke up in the arms of their gay friend" He sneered as he said it, 


as though it truly were the worst crime on the planet. 


"Since when am | most people?" Kurt asked, not unkindly. Finally giving up his attempts at finding breakfast. "We 


gotta go buy groceries." He muttered, earning a sigh from Dave. 

"You're not, but." 

"No buts, its not a big deal. You should know by now closeness doesn't exactly scare me." 
"But." 

"l'd suggest getting dressed, unless you're okay with going out in your underwear." 
"Kurt." 


The blond smiled at him. Giving him a quick tight hug as he walked by, a quick kiss on the cheek. Earning a 
deeper blush from the redhead. 


"Go get dressed. We're going shopping." 


Stubbornly rubbing his cheek, Dave scowled at the blond as he took off to his room. Face still red. Waiting until 
he heard the door shut before he dared move. Shuffling to his own room and shutting the door. Throwing on a 
pair of tight jeans and a loose t-shirt. He didn't realize until he'd stepped back out into the hallway that it 
wasn't his shirt. 


"Ready to go?" Kurt asked, raking his fingers through his hair. 


"Um, yeah. | guess." He frowned down at his shirt. Missing the smile that spread across Kurt's face. "Just 
wanna brush my hair." 


Still smiling, "Okay, just be quick about it. Im fucking starved" 

Dave rolled his eyes, walking past into the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, he frowned again 
"I look like shit." He muttered as he saw the blond lingering outside the door. 

"You look tired. Its fine, you're fine. Just brush your hair." 

"| could have been hit by a truck and came out looking better." 

"You just need to sleep. Stop stressing.” 

"Me? Stressing?" 

Kurt chuckled, coming in behind the redhead. Grabbing the hairbrush off the counter. 


"Yeah, you, stressing." He said, starting to separate the mass of curls into several sections. "Since you saw 


David last night.” 

"He looked like shit." Dave murmured, sighing and closing his eyes as the brush started going through his hair. 
"Yeah. He did." 

"He needs help, Kurt.” 

"You do too." 

"No | don't. l'm fine." 

"You look like shit” Kurt chuckled. 

Dave stuck his tongue out at his reflection. "Thought | looked tired." 


"You do" The blond said softly, combing out one section of Daves hair carefully so it didn't frizz all over the 
place. "You need to stop worrying about him." 


"Its not that easy." 


"| know." 


Kurt continued to brush Daves hair in silence. Eventually doing it up in a half-assed braid and tying it off with 
an elastic from the drawer. Patting the redheads shoulder, he left again. Heading towards the front door to put 


his shoes on. 


"Come on, if we hurry, we might miss the crowds." 
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Dave wasn't sure what to make of it. Walking through the store, looking through everything. All the different 


brands of the same damned cereal. 

"Kurt?" 

"Yah?" 

"What the hell do we usually eat?" 

Kurt seemed to think about it a moment before shrugging. "Doesn't matter. Grab whatever looks good." 
Grumbling, Dave went back to staring at the cereals. Of course, the inability to make anything of the breakfast 
grains wasn't the only thing bothering him. The whole grocery thing. The laundry. Wearing the others clothing 
and him seeming not to care.. It all had a feeling of domesticity that he'd never really felt before. Not with 
David. Not before. 

"Ohl" 

Dave looked over when he heard the blonds exclamation. 


"Problem?" 


Kurt looked over with a grin. "You drink chocolate milk?" He asked with the voice of an over-excited two year 


old. 

"Um, sure" 

"Cool, cause l'm getting like eight litres." 
"Christ, Kurt. There's only two of us..!" 


"Its on sale. Its been so long.. We can freeze the rest." 


"You don't freeze milk, dude." 
"You can And | will. | want my chocolate milk." 
"But so much?" 


"Fuckin right" Kurt put the eight litres of milk into the cart. It took up more room than he thought it would. 
But the huge grin never left his face. 


The light blush never left Daves. 

| need more beer." Dave said quietly. 

"We'll stop on our way out." 

"You're awful chipper." 

Kurt looked over, the huge grin nearly causing Dave to trip over his feet. 

"Yeah?" 

"Its good" 

"Yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

More stuff went in the cart. Bread. Toothpaste. 

More domestic shit. 

The girl st the cash giggled as she rang their stuff through. Dave wasn't sure if it was because she 
recognised either of them, or because they seemed to be together. Kurt wasn't paying attention. Or he didn't 
care. 


Dave lit up a joint from his pocket as they stepped outside. Overwhelmingly relieved when the thick haze 


started to calm his overworked brain. 
They stopped and picked up Daves beer. And Kurt insisted they take a detour home. 
And so, both men laden with groceries and beer, they wandered to the park. 


Sitting on the edge of the bridge over the path underneath, they both cracked open one of Daves beers. 


Watching as people passed below them. Pointing out and giggling at some. 

After some time, the giggles gave way to a comfortable silence. 

That silence was broken when Dave spoke. 

"Hey, Kurt?" 

"Yo" 

"Your chocolate milks gonna go bad if we don't get it in the fridge.." 

"Oh?" 

"You.. Don't care, do you..2" 

"Ill just buy more. This is fun" 

"We aren't doing anything." 

"Exactly." Kurt tossed his can down towards a garbage can on the trail. It missed by a long shot. 
"What do you mean?" 

Kurt shrugged. Taking a cigarette from his coat pocket and lighting up. Casting a quick grin at the redhead. 


Dave looked away. 
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Completely against what either had thought, it had started to rain on their way home. The sun that had been 
shining high and bright quickly being hidden by dark heavy storm clouds. Rain pouring down on the unfortunate 
musicians. Soaking them to the bone. They had just clamored into the apartment when tue first clap of 
thunder sounded. 


"m f-f-fucking f-freezing!" Dave gasped, tossing his armload of soaking groceries to the kitchen floor and 


curling into himself. 


"M-me too, b-but was t-totally worth it" Kurt grinned. Throwing his bags to the floor. Starting to strip of his 


wet clothes. 

"Aw, dude!" Dave turned away, embarrassed 

Kurt just gave him an odd look. "Problem?" 

"You're in the middle of the fucking kitchen!" 

"And l'm fucking soaked And cold. And am not putting groceries away in wet clothes. 
"So you'll do it fucking naked?" 


"Im still wearing my jeans. God. You act like you've never seen a bare chest before. We've got the same parts. 


What's it matter?" 
Dave blushed furiously. Refusing to look up as Kurt started going through the groceries to put them away. 
"Are you going to help? Or just stand there freezing your ass off?" 


"What are you suggesting | do?" Dave growled, crossing his arms over his chest. Suddenly uncomfortable, 


though he couldn't say why. 
"Strip." Kurt deadpanned. 
Dave's stomach fell through the floor. "What?" 


"ve got no heat for another five months. You're going to get sick if you stay in your wet clothes. Get 
undressed and hang your shit up. I'll throw a pot of coffee on" 


Dave barely realized that he was shaking as he tugged his sopping wet shirt tighter around himself. Shaking his 
head. "No." 


Kurt looked up, head cocked to the side. "Are.. Are you okay?" 

Dave shook his head again. 

Shoving the bread up on top of the fridge, Kurt turned to face the shivering redhead. 
Dave flinched. 

"Dave..2" Slowly, Kurt took a step forward. Dave stepped back. "Dave, did | say something?" 
Another shake of the head. No. 

"Dave." 


The redhead squeezed his eyes shut. Trying to stamp down the awful memories and images that flooded him. 
Kurt slowly stepped forward again. Hovering a hand over his shoulder. 


"Dave..." 


"David always said that" He blurted. "Always told me to strip before.. He'd." He fell silent. Eyes still shut. Lips 


drawing into a thin line. 


"You don't need to continue." Kurt whispered. Letting his hand rest on Daves shoulder. Giving him a gentle 


squeeze and pulling him closer. 

Dave didn't react. 

‘lm sorry." 

"Don't be." Dave finally managed to whisper. "You didn't know.." 


Kurt closed his eyes and sighed softly, weakly pulling the other into him. Not minding as the shivering, soaking 
wet body was pressed into him. 


| should have thought.. I'm sorry." He kissed the top of his head chastely. Dave still blushed, though he wasn't 


sure why. "km sorry.” 


Dave stayed silent. Unable to shake the thoughts of how warm the blond was. And how comforting the smell 


of rain was off of him. And unsure just what to make of it. 
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What do most people do on their lazy Sunday afternoons? 

Go to church? Walk the dog? Wash the car? Play football with their strapping young boys? 

Surely to God there were better things to be doing, anyway. 

But as that needle pierced his skin and slipped into a vein. As the tourniquet slid away from his arm and the 
plunger drew back and down again.. Dave was positive that there were very few better ways to spend a 


Su nday afternoon. 


With half lidded eyes, he slid the needle out of his arm and lay back on the living room floor. Loosing a small 


groan of pleasure. 

"Dave have you seen my--" Kurt cut himself off as he walked into the living room. A small squeak escaping at 
the sight of Dave before him. Droopy eyed and smirking, looking all around pleased with himself and the 
outcome of his high. "--Oh." He blurted, “Enjoying yourself?" 


Dave nodded slowly, a soft noise escaping his throat. 


"Okay, well. My turtles missing. | put the two of them in the tub and left to turn the kettle off and one 
escaped. If you see the fucker let me know. Kay? That shouldn't be too too difficult” 


Dave giggled, "Nooooo.." He whined, making grabby hands for the blond. "C'mere an’ get high with meee, 


Kurrrrrrrt, please? |. I'm all alone an’ lonely.” 

Kurt frowned. 

"| don't use. Not like that." 

Dave mocked offense. "What? Is this not good enough for you?" 


The frown only deepened. "I'm trying not to make a habit out of it” 


A soft noise escaped Daves throat. 
"Junior would've got high with me." He scoffed. 


Kurts frown deepened. "Good thing im not David" He spat, turning on his heel and walking out of the room. "If 
you see my turtle just put him in the terrarium. I'm going the fuck back to bed." 


Maybe for Dave there were fewer better uses for Sunday afternoons. But as Kurt went back to his bedroom, 
sat on the mattress he called a bed with his head in his hands.. He almost wished for one of those more 


traditional uses for the afternoon to rear its head. 
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Kurt didn't dare to leave his room until he knew that Dave would have come down from his high. Quietly 
coming out and wandering to the kitchen. Putting the kettle on and prepping the teapot. He wandered out to the 
living room next. Not surprised to see Dave curled into the couch. Hiding his head. 


Hearing the blond come in, he looked up. Making a quiet noise of recognition before hiding his head again. 


"How you feeling?" Kurt asked softly, wandering back to the kitchen as the kettle boiled, pouring the water into 
the teapot and bringing it out along with two mugs. 


"Like shit" Dave muttered. Not looking up. 
"Shitty come down?" 

"No." 

"Crap stuff?" 

"No." 

"Then what is there to feel bad about?" 
Dave sighed into the couch cushions. 

| said some things." 

"You were high." 

"And im sorry." 

Kurt cocked his head to the side. 


‘lm sorry. You're not David. You never will be. I'm so fucking glad of that.. | should like. Respect your choices 


or whatever. I'm sorry. I'm an asshole." 


Kurt managed a weak smile, sitting on the edge of the couch near Daves hips. 


"Don't worry about it" 

Dave rolled over, revealing the turtle cradled into his stomach. 

"But im going to. And | thought id make it up to you.. I've got more than just your turtle though." 

Kurt laughed a bit. Taking the turtle as it was handed to him. 

"You don't need to." 

Dave managed a watery smile, looking away. 

"Yeah. | do." He reached up and wrapped his arms around the blond. Shocking him. But shocking him more with 
the soft kiss to his forehead. "You've been pretty fucking patient with me." He said weakly. "I'm sorry for being 
such an ungrateful prick” 

Sliding his free arm around Daves waist, Kurt didn't hesitate to nuzzle into his hair and neck 

‘Its fine." He repeated. "| really don't mind." 

"You're so passive." Dave sighed, reaching for the teapot and a mug. 

"Hmm hm." Kurt didn't move or let go. 

"What?" 

"Nothing." He muttered, hiding his face in Daves hair. Closing his eyes. 

"Kurt..2" 

"Huh?" 

"Thank you." 


Kurt smiled. Giving the redhead a little squeeze before getting comfortable. 
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Parties weren't really Kurt's thing. He didn’t like the idea of going and getting blackout drunk and making really 
really bad decisions that you regret for the rest of your life in a matter of hours. 


There was something unappealing about fucking someone you don't know, waking up in yours and their vomit, 
then having to do the awkward morning after speak all at someone else's house. 


Or maybe it was just him. 


But regardless of that fact, he found himself dressing to go to this party. And not just any party. He was 
dressing to go to a Motley Crue party. Which meant bigger than normal themes. More people than what would 


even fit in a super store during a Black Friday sale. And unbelievable amounts of drugs, booze, tits and ass. 


In lieu of the coming Halloween, the Crue had declared the party to have a masquerade theme. Everyone wad 
expected to dress up. They wouldn't be allowed past the front gate if they weren't. And while Kurt normally 
wouldn't have given a single fuck, he decided to humour the glam bastards. Doing the zip on his dress and going 
so far as to comb and style his somewhat-long hair and shave the scruff from his face and neck. Finishing his 
outfit with the gaudy (but very pretty, he thought) mask that he'd bought and fixed for the occasion, he was 
endlessly glad that his roommate had left for the night due to other plans. 


He checked himself one final time in the mirror, flaring the skirt a bit more to cover his crotch and puffing 
the curls of blond hair that hung above his shoulders. Deeming it "good as it was going to get", he stepped into 
his heels and gave his black pantyhose a final tug before setting out to hail a cab. Keeping the mask off until 
he got nearer to the Crues mansion. They hadn't even made it all the way up the drive and it was apparent 


that they'd gone all out with their decorations. 


He'd never been to a Crue party. He didn't know what to expect. But this certainly wasn't it. 
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He didn't think anything could have properly prepared him for the absolute monstrosity that was this party. 
Already, it seemed, people were still well past drinking their limits worth of booze. Taking in their weights 
worth of various drugs. Men and women alike were in varying degrees of undress. And many, it seemed, had 


already lost their minds. 
Kurt tried to avoid it all. Choosing to sip at his beer and hang with someones cat in one of the emptier rooms. 


He'd already had to make a point of clearing his throat and/or speaking to prevent some clearly straight guys 


from embarrassing themselves further. 

A swarm of people suddenly entered the room. Kurt made an attempt to leave, but was pushed back down by 
someone that was unmistakably Nikki Sixx. The slim mask he wore doing nothing to hide his face. Or his hair. 
That was teased the way it normally was. 

"Come on, join us. We're just gonna play a game!" He'd said. 

Kurt frowned. He didn't feel like playing a game. He wanted to go find that cat again. Maybe another beer. 


He sat back down again anyway. 


Nikki held up an empty vodka bottle. Some people groaned. Some whooped. Kurt wasn't quite sure what to make 
of it. 


Had he been sent back to high school? 
It sure as hell felt like it. 


"Alright, settle down, fuckers.” Nikki said, raising his hands in an attempt to silence the chattering drunks. 
"We're gonna play a game that Mick and | designed. Its basically like your standard game of Seven Minutes in 
Heaven; you spin the bottle, go into the closet and hang out with your chosen person. However. Because a lot 
of you little shits are gonna try and take all the fun out of this, you have fo add a bit of that other game Too 
Hot into it. So if you go into that closet, you have to kiss. If it gets to be more? Just don't stain my fucking 


carpet." 
"What if it lands on a dude?" Some guy yelped. 
Nikki rolled his eyes. "And for you chickenshit homophobes, if you land on someone of your own sex and 


absolutely do not want, you have to drink whatever drink the person you landed on drinks. If you spew, you're 
out for good." 


The chatter picked up again and Nikki set the bottle in the middle of the forming circle. 
"We'll go clockwise." 


Turn after turn came and went. Some people went into the closet. Some came out right after their seven 
minutes were up. Some stayed longer after Nikki and Tommys ‘investigating’. Some turned down their spins. 
Some threw up the concoctions they were forced to drink. Some miraculously kept them down. Kurt got his 
beer he'd been pining after. And the cat refused to come back into the room. 


Finally, Kurts time came. Some blond guy who'd drank way too much spun the bottle and had it land on him. 
While Kurt really didnt want to go into that closet, he really didnt know if his stomach would allow him to hold 
down anything he was mixed to drink. Or if he even wanted to try and hold it down 


So, with a heavy sigh, he took the hand of the tall blond man and let him lead him to that damned closet. Nikki, 
grinning like a Cheshire cat, locked them both in. 


Wearing a dress, standing in the dark with that tall dark stranger, Kurt wondered how the hell he'd managed to 
let his life get to this point. 


He didnt really want to kiss him. He smelled like booze and smoked heroin. But the guy insisted Pressing his 
slobbery lips to Kurts, he pushed the smaller man against the wall. Breaking several rules, Kurt was sure. He 
put up with it. 

To a point. 

When the man tried to cop a feel and run his hands up Kurts skirt, he decided he'd had enough. 

He decked the guy in the side of the head and pushed him off. Knocking on the door thereafter. 

Nikki opened it, frowning a bit as Kurt adjusted the straps on his dress and straightened his mask. Grabbing 
the asshole and throwing him to some of the other guys to have him escorted out, Nik checked Kurt over and 
made sure he was okay. Offering to wrap his hand as his knuckles swelled a bit. 

Kurt went back to the circle. No one had noticed the disturbance. Except one guy. Some brunet that kept 
looking at him like he was trying to place him. Or maybe he too wanted to try and stick his hands up Kurts 


skirt. He wasn't sure. He wasn't too eager to find out either. 


The spinning of the bottle went on a bit longer. And Kurt didnt get landed on again. But at some point in time, it 


came to be his turn. 
He sighed as he went in to spin the empty vodka bottle. Sitting back on his haunches and waiting for it to stop. 


When it did, he was somewhat surprised. 


It had landed on that brunet. 


The brunet that was now grinning at him. Straightening out his dark curls as he waited for Kurt to make his 


call. 


Closet? Or drink? 
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Of course Kurt chose to go back into that dingy tiny closet. Letting his second bottle chosen partner escort 
him into the little space. 


Nikki shut them in, but not before telling Kurt that it was "totally okay for him to punch another guy reaching 


where he shouldn't be". 

Kurt wondered if Nikki even realized he was a guy in a dress. 

He also wondered why the brunet kept looking at him. And why he had such an air of familiarity. 
"So.." Kurt drawled once they were left in darkness. 

"So." The stranger repeated. 

"Do this often?" The blond asked, unsure what else to say. "Because | sure as hell don't 

The brunet laughed, "Hell no." warming Kurt's chest. At least he wasn't alone then 

"So do we just like, start kissing til our time is up or what?" 


The stranger nodded, smirking. "Something like that. Nikki said it like a private game of Too Hot. So we have to 


kiss for as long as possible without touching anywhere else. Whoever gives in first, loses." 

Oh." 

"Yeah, so uh. Want me to start?" 

"Might as well" Kurt muttered, trying to ignore the squirrelly feeling in his stomach. 

He was about to kiss a total stranger. A totally masked total stranger at that. In Nikki Sixx's closet. 


Well fuck. 


The stranger gave him a reassuring smile before leaning forward. Making a show of putting his hands behind 
his back. Kurt did the same. Once hands were securely hidden, the stranger closed the gap. Leaving a chaste 


kiss to the corner of his mouth before moving on. 


Kurt gasped. Somewhat surprised by the tenderness of the taller man as he slowly pressed his mouth to him. 
Lips slowly parting. Tongue trailing out to tease and try and coax him into the game. 


He gave in to the urge. Returning the soft kiss. Letting his lips part and granting this total stranger access to 
something that had rarely been tasted by other tongues. 


Not to say that he'd never done anything He just hadn't really been with a whole lot of people. Hell, his last 


girlfriend had been nearly a year ago. 


It was somewhat surprising how softness could change a taste. Whereas his last closet-case had tasted of 
beer, spit and heroin and tasted bad, the brunet tasted of beer and cigarettes and something distinctly his own 
and tasted okay. 


Kurt couldn't help the small moan that got caught in his throat as the brunet kicked it up a notch. Still not 
touching him anywhere but his lips. A blush spread across his face and he could feel the stranger smirking 
against his mouth. 


Kurt wrung his fingers from behind his back. He wasn't really into the whole get black out drunk and make bad 
decisions thing. But he was mostly sober. And voluntarily losing this game was starting to look more and more 
like a fairly good decision. 

Luckily, the decision was made for him. The strangers hands slowly coming around and sliding up his front as 
he deepened the kiss further. Sucking lightly at Kurt's tongue. Nipping softly at his lip. Panting quietly. The 
hands roamed up his shoulders and down his back Coming to his skirt. Moving under the skirt. Lightly 
squeezing his ass and earning a quiet squeak. 


"What, not good?" The brunet asked, pulling away long enough to breathe. 


"N-no, just.. Odd" Kurt admitted. Trying to catch his own breath. "|.. | um. Never done anything like this with a 
guy before." 


The brunet chuckled, "Don't worry. I'll take care of you." He said, in an odd cross between sarcastic and honest. 
"W-wait. You want to..2" 


The brunet shifted and Kurt nearly jumped when he felt something hot and thick press against his thigh 
through the strangers pants. 


‘|. | don't have anything to, um. Help it along." He said quietly. 


"Its okay." 


"And I've never." 

"Been taken?" The stranger offered when Kurt seemed to falter. 

" Yeah.. " 

"We don't have to." 

"But | kind of want to." Kurt said quickly, looking up with wide eyes. 

"No, no. | meant you can fuck me." The brunet said huskily. Kissing him again. 
Kurt whimpered. Blushing at the fact. Endlessly glad that he was wearing a mask. 
‘Ive never done that with a guy either. 


"l'Il take care of you." The stranger purred, already pressing against him again. Grinding himself between Kurts 


thighs. Hands roaming to his back and unzipping his dress. The red fabric pooling to the floor. 

Sliding his hands and self down Kurts body until he was level with his crotch, he pulled his leggings and 
underwear down. A soft noise escaped the strangers throat when his cock was bared. Kurt was still blushing. 
He knew what was coming. 

This was it. 

He was about to get sucked off by a total stranger. In a strangers closet. 


Somewhere in the back, his logical mind spoke up. 


"W-wait.!" The stranger looked up. Kurt swallowed thickly. "You dort.. Um. Have anything like.. Contagious do 


you?" 


He worried for a moment that he'd offended the beautiful masked brunet man that was on his knees ready to 


suck his dick But against what he thought, the man smirked. 

"No. | don't. | got checked after my last relationship and haven't really done anything since. 
ee 

"Yeah, you?" 


Kurt shook his head. "No, l'm clean." 


"Good" 


Without further stalling, the brunet continued. Kissing the tip of the blonds length before taking him in past 


swollen red lips. Sucking lightly. Tongue swirling over him. 
Kurt groaned. Barely resisting the urge to rock his hips into this mans mouth. Or to put his hands into that 
mass of dark curls. Groaning again he pulled away. The air of the closet suddenly cold compared to the heat of 


the strangers mouth. 


He watched as the stranger undid his pants. Watched as he stuck his fingers in his mouth and wet them. As 
he brought those wetted fingers down to his own, now bared, ass and stretched himself. 


"Holy fuck." Kurt gasped. Mesmerized as the brunet turned and bent over, presenting his ass to him. 
"Ready when you are." He purred. 


Kurt was sure that they're seven minutes was up. But he was also sure that once they'd started, it was clear 


to just about anyone standing outside the closet what they were doing. 

He'd had to put his hand over the strangers mouth as he rut into him. The moans and little mewling noises he 
was making were getting loud to the point of incriminating. It was one thing for Nikki and perhaps Tommy to 
know what was going on in their closet. But he didn't really want the rest of the party to find out. 


"H-harder.." The stranger whined past Kurts hand, rocking his hips back into him. 


He complied. Shifting so he could drive himself deeper into the brunet. Having to bite down on his shoulder to 


stifle his own moans as he got ever closer. 


He came without warning. Stars popping behind his eyes as he spilled into the dark haired man. The stranger 
yelped and came soon after. Moaning into Kurts hand as he rode it out. 


They stayed silent and still a moment. Panting against each other. 

The brunet bumped back against Kurt in a silent "get up". The blond complied. Slowly pulling out of the stranger 
and immediately tugging his undergarments back up. Fumbling a moment with his dress before the stranger 
came up behind him and helped slide it back over his shoulders. Doing the zip up at the back Casting him a 
quick smile before doing up his pants. Pulling a pack of smokes out of his waistcoat. 


"You smoke?" 


Kurt nodded and the brunet lit one off his own cigarette, handing it over thereafter. Kurt took it with shaky 
hands. 


"So you.. Um. Wanna go get a drink after we get out there?" Kurt asked, voice threatening to crack. 
The stranger smirked again. 


"Yeah. Sounds good to me." 
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Dave blinked as the door opened and the light spilled into the dark closet. When his eyes adjusted he saw Nikki 
and Tommy grinning down at him. No doubt they'd been listening in on the little romp that had taken place. 


Sick fucks. 


He couldn't help but smirk as the thin blond man came out behind him. Timidly adjusting his skirt and straps 
and trying to focus on his cigarette rather than the childish whoops and hollars from the people still sitting in 


the circle. 


Normally he too would have been embarrassed. But tonight? He was completely anonymous. Not even David 
would have recognised him behind the dyed hair and the mask that covered all but his eyes and chin He'd even 
dressed up. He was completely unrecognisable, and as a result, no one could hold him to anything he did tonight. 


He felt more confident than he had in years. 


Looking back, he took the blonds hand and quietly led him to the Crues kitchen. Grabbing a few beer from one 
of the coolers that were out and passing one off to the blond. Hopping up to sit on the counter. Glad that the 
blond followed suit. 


He wasn't sure what it was that made him so drawn to the blond Maybe it was the fact that he'd taken a 
swing at Hetfield in the closet (Like Dave wouldn't be able to recognise the guy just because he'd put a scrap 
of plastic over his eyes, hal). Or maybe it was because he'd been so reluctant to play the game and he liked 


trying to get people playing hard-to-get. 


Or maybe it was because he reminded him of someone. Someone that had, recently, taken over his mind. And 


heart. 

It was just a stupid crush, really. But it was still that. A crush. A romantic liking. 
A romantic liking of someone way--y out of his league. 

Oh well 


Perhaps searching for another potential hook up could distract him from it. And afterall. What better night to 
do it, right? 


He cracked open his beer and took a swig. Looking over at the blond with a bit of a smirk. He was quietly 
sipping his beer, seemingly unsure what to say or do now that they'd fucked. 


Poor thing. 


Time for twenty questions. 


Dave straightened himself out. Legs splaying out in front of him as he lay back on the counter. Resting his 
back against the wall. 


"So. You in a band? Or do you act?" 

"Um, band." 

"Cool. What do you play?" 

The blond sipped his beer again, relaxing as he seemed to get the idea. 
"| play guitar and sing.” 

Dave laughed, "No way, me too, man." 

The blond chuckled, "Awesome..!" 


Dave hesitated before going in for the killing question He was going to figure out who this was if it was the 
last thing he did. 


"How do you know the Crue?" 


The blond hesitated. Tipping his head to the side. "I actually don't. Not really. We.. Have a mutual hate of 
someone. | think they invited me to get back at them." 


Dave leaned closer to the blond. Intrigued. 

‘Mutual hate. Lovely thing to bond over. Who's it of?" 

The blond seemed to think 

"Um. Axl Rose? Whatever the fuck his name is.? Ah, lead of Guns n Roses anyway." 
Daves eyes went wide as a pit of realization flooded his stomach 

Fuck 

It couldn't be. 


" Kurt.2" He choked. 


The blond looked up, alarmed at the sudden change in the brunet. He slowly took his mask off. Revealing that 


ever familiar face. 
Oh shit. 
Shit. 


"Is something wrong, man?" The blond asked, seeming genuinely concerned. Oh. Good old Kurt. Cared about 


everyone. God damn it. 
Dave shook his head, slowly taking his mask off. Trying to get a hold of himself. 


"When you said you were going out tonight, | did not think you meant here." 


5 


Author's Notes: 
Not all too confident in this chapter.. But yes. Here we go. 


What is it that makes people feel certain emotions at certain times? What is it that makes an emotion, or 


rather a reaction, vary from person to person? Why are some better at hiding their feelings than others? 


Kurt had no idea. But in that moment he wished that he were one of those people with that magical ability to 


swallow all their feelings and keep them pent up until a better time to use them came. 


It had, admittedly, taken him a bit longer than Dave would have thought to recognise him after the mask came 
off. But soon, all the pieces came together. And Kurt was positive that he'd paled several shades. 


"Dave?!" He hissed, sitting up straight as a board and staring. Eyes bugging out of his skull. He'd dropped his 
beer on the floor. He didn't care. 


"Oh my fucking.. Dave... l.. Oh God. Oh God | didn't.. Holy shit!" 

"Yeah." Dave deadpanned, swallowing thickly. 

Kurt looked back to him, eyes still wide. 

"We just fucked in Nikkis closet!" He whispered. 

"Yeah." 

"What the fuck?!" 

Dave swallowed again. Wondering just how fast he could chug his beer without raising suspicions. 


"You dyed your hair!" Kurt almost sounded.. Wait. He sounded distressed. Almost.. Sad? No. No way. The alcohol 
had to be making that bit up. 


Its temporary dye." He said gruffly. 
Kurt loosed a sigh of relief. A smile briefly gracing his face. 


"Good. | like it better red" 


It was Daves turn to gawk. 
He did not just hear his crush say that. He felt like he was in third grade all over. Good grief. 


Kurt managed to get a hold of himself. Just barely though. He still couldn't believe that he'd done that. And he 


was still stressing. 

He was sure that Dave would be able to just walk away from this without question. Whether he pretended it 
never happened or whether he just became another notch in the bedpost, he didn't know. He'd rather not find 
out either, he wasn't sure if he'd be able to bear it. 

For Dave, walking away might have been a breeze. 

But for him? 

Not so much. He'd never been good at it. Never wanted to be good at it. He was stuck with the naivety of a 

thirteen year old girl. Sex meant something. Especially with someone that you'd been starting to pine over 


much like a thirteen year old girl with a crush. 


"So." Dave was the one to break the silence. Voicing Kurts thoughts, much to his surprise. "What do we do 


now?" 
Kurt hesitated. Dave looked up, an odd sort of desperation in his eyes. It caught the blond off guard. 
" What do you want to do..?" He asked, still too nervous to voice much of his thought or opinion 


Dave blushed. Kurt blinked back surprise. 


"Well. 1.. Um." Dave paused. Seeming to try and collect his thoughts. Kurt leaned forward expectantly. Hopefully. 


Dave shook his head. "No.. Um. Never mind." 


Sighing, Kurt leaned back and stared at his feet. All hopes dashed. Apparently he was just going to be another 
notch. 


Great. 
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The tension that filled the air was thick enough to cut. Dave staring at Kurt, Kurt staring at Dave. Both 
trapped in their own self-created hell. The tension only got worse as the night wore on. Both soon going their 
separate ways, though they kept tabs on where the other was so they wouldn't run into them. 


Kurt eventually found his cat friend again. Settling himself down and claiming one of the upstairs bedrooms as 
his own. Quietly sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed, petting the tabby ball of fluff between his legs 
as he thought. Wondering if it would be worth going to talk to Dave and to voice his concerns and tell him how 
he felt. 


He was pulled from his thoughts when the cat found its way under his skirt and made itself comfortable 
there. Giggling and trying not to squirm, he didn't hear the bedroom door open, or notice that someone had 
entered the room until he felt a weight next to him in the bed. 


"Found you." Slurred the blond stranger from before. Kurt looked over, wide eyed and somewhat panicked as 


he got far too close for what Kurt was comfortable with. 
‘Ive been watchin’ you." The bigger man giggled, "You've been watchin me too. l. I've seen it. Watchin’ with big 
doe eyes.. You're so pretty." He lay his head on Kurt's shoulder. He stiffened, trying to take deep breaths 


through his nose as the stranger continued. Hands wandering up his arm and to the straps of his dress. 


"Look it, | don't know who you are." Kurt said quietly, "But | haven't been watching you. | thought bashing your 


head in in the closet was sign enough of that." 


"Come on, baby.. | know you're just playin’ hard + get" He giggled, lips getting close to Kurt's ear. His breath 
tickled the side of his face. "Wanna finish what we started, sweetheart?" 


"No." Kurt said, even as hands roamed over his chest. 


"No." He repeated, lips pressing against his face. He shifted in his seat. Debating his choices and chances at 
getting away. 


"Don't say that, babe. Come on, you like it." The strangers hands moved down Kurt's chest and stomach, 


coming to rest on his crotch, feeling what he assumed, in his drunken state, was Kurt's junk 
He was shocked to find out that it wasn't. 


The cat that had been sleeping soundly under Kurt's skirt woke with a fright when the strangers hands 
squeezed and pulled at its legs. Kurt jumped up and scrambled out of the bed as the tabby rushed out from 
between his legs. 


It was ridiculous, and given that he wasn't scared for his life at having pissed off the drunken stranger, he 
probably would have laughed. 


The man howled in pain as the cat scratched his hand. Kurt rushed to the door, the man scrambled up. 


Staggering forward and grabbing the smaller man. Pinning him against the door, a vicious snarl on his face. 


"Nice pussy." He growled, one hand fisting hard in his hair, slamming his head against the wood door. "Now how 
about the real deal?" 


The stranger pressed against him. Kurt was close to hyperventilating, tears stinging his eyes as the mans 
mouth went over his throat, hand tugging his head back to bare his neck. Teeth biting at the sensitive flesh, 
drawing sounds that seemed to spur the other on despite that they were sounds of pain. The strangers free 
hand roamed back down his stomach. Pushing his skirt up, tearing at the nylons, palming at his crotch through 
his boxers. The strangers lips met Kurts, and though he stayed unresponsive, he made a noise when teeth split 
his lip. 


Kurt cried silently. His head hurt. His mouth hurt. His neck hurt. And even though he didn't want anything to do 


with this stranger, the connection between mind and dick didn't seem to be working. 
"Yeah... That's right. | knew you wanted me.. Yeah." 


He weakly stretched out a bit. Blubbering as he made it seem like he was pressing into the stranger. Really, he 
was feeling for the doorhandle. When he finally found it, he bit down hard on the strangers lip as he continued 
kissing him. Earning a disgruntled howl and a tightening fist in his hair. Without wasting a single second he was 
tearing himself away from the man, swinging the door open and sprinting out of the room and down the hall. 
Heart pounding as he ran outside, trying to drown the sound of the angry stranger by focusing on the sound 
of his pulse rushing in his ears. He didn't stop until he absolutely could not run anymore. His shoes he'd left im 
the bedroom, and his dress was definitely not the easiest thing to run in. The toes and heels of his tights were 


full of holes. His feet screaming in pain at having been cut up when he ran across the gravel. 


He doubled over, gasping for breath. It wasn't long before he fell to his knees, tears stinging his eyes. A sob 


cracked past his throat, and he gasped when he heard someone else speak up. 


"What the fuck?" 


He looked up to see someone on the other side of one of the shrubs. The smell of the air told him that they 


were smoking a joint. 

"Hey, you okay?" 

Kurt sobbed again, recognising the voice, even though his face was obscured by both the tears and darkness. 
"Dave.." He choked, "Dave its me.." 


"Holy shit! Kurt..2" The temporarily-brunet jumped over the little hedge and came rushing over, crouching next 
to him. "What happened?" He asked, concern softening his voice. 


Kurt shook his head, mouth clamped shut. He threw his arms around the other instead. Sobbing and holding 
him. If Dave was uncomfortable, he didn't show it. He simply moved his blunt so that the ashes wouldn't fall on 
the blond and slid his free arm around him. Staying quiet until Kurts sobs turned into small sniffles and quiet 
whimpers. 

"You okay..?" Dave asked softly. 

"Yeah." Kurt mumbled, snuffling into the others shoulder. 

"Wanna toke?" 

"Yeah." Kurt pulled away a little, wiping his eyes. Suddenly feeling stupid. About everything. About being afraid 
to talk to Dave. About what had happened with that stranger.. He hadn't even gome far.. Maybe he was 


overreacting. 


Dave handed him the half smoked joint. Pulling a normal cigarette out of his pocket. Watching as Kurt took the 
first few puffs. 


"Wanna talk about why you're in the middle of the garden all disarrayed and crying?" 
Kurt shook his head, resting against Daves chest as the pot slowly began to unwind him. 
"Just some dumbass going where he shouldn't 

Dave frowned, looking down at the blond seriously. 

"Did they hurt you?" 


Again he shook his head. "No.. Didn't even touch me. Really. Just um. Kissed me and tried to." His throat felt 
like it was closing and he shut up again. Hands shaking as he brought the joint to his lips again. 


Daves fist clenched next to him. 
"Fucker. Who did it?" 
"| don't know.." Kurt whispered. "Everyones wearing masks, remember?" 


"Could you point him out?" Dave was practically growling. Kurt looked up, surprised that he was as visibly 


upset as he was. 
"Yeah, it was the asshole that | got to go in the closet with first--" 
"Fuck!" 


Kurt jumped, trembling slightly against the other. Squeezing his eyes shut and hunkering into himself, dropping 
the last of his joint. 


"Fucking James. l'm gonna fucking kill him!" Dave looked down at him again, asking once more. "Did he hurt you?" 
Inatead of answering, Kurt just cried. Clinging to Daves shirt. Sobbing into his chest as Dave stared. 


"l. | didn't want to.. But.. But | couldn't h-help it.. He.. H-he kept t-touching me and and k-k-kissing.. And biting.. 


| was scared. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. He was so much bigger and and and--" 


"Shhh... Shh.. Shush, Kurt. Its okay. You don't have to be sorry. You did nothing wrong, Its okay, lemme look at 
you" Dave gently pulled the sobbing blond away from his chest. Crooking his finger under his chin. Thumb 
gently running over his lip. His other hand softly brushing hair away from his throat and neck 

"Im going to assume this isn't all your blood." He murmured 

Kurt shook his head a little. "I bit him to get away." 

Dave managed a small smile. "Good, then he probably looks worse than you: 

The smile that he got back was very small. The blond quickly burying himself in Daves chest again 

"My head hurts." 

"Tired?" 

"Yeah, well that and he slammed me into a wall. My back hurts too" 


Dave swallowed, temper on edge once more. 


"Is your back okay?" He asked, gently running his hand over the blonds spine. Brows furrowing slightly as his 


hand passed the curve in his spine. 

Kurt nodded, burying his face in the others shirt. Clinging to him tightly. 
"Fine.. Just.. Sore. Im tired” 

Dave sighed softly, stubbing his cigarette out on the ground. 

"Wanna go home?" 


"Yeah..." 
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It had been been a few weeks since that ill-fated party. And the tensions still hadn't quite settled Sure, Dave 
hid it well enough by constantly worrying over the blond. And sure, Kurt hid it well enough because that's just 
what he did. 


But both were still suffering in silence. Kurt, though he would never admit to it, crying himself to sleep more 
than a few times because of how stressed he was over the situation Dave just not sleeping. And the newly 
adapted patterns were starting to take their tolls. Kurt would lay for hours on the couch. Blindly watching the 
television Dave was crabby as fuck and it had gotten to the point that Grohl and Krist were coming over daily 


just to ensure that the two men would eat at least one large meal between them in a day. 


Krist called one day to check in. He had to call more than once to get through, but when he finally did, he went 
through the usual daily check up. Kurt lying his way through most of it. Only really paying attention when Krist 


veered away from his usual speel. 

"Kurt.. Dave and | are worried about you. You haven't been out at all in the past couple weeks. | don't know 
what it is that's bugging you, you refuse to tell me. And you tell me everything. So | can only assume that it's 
really bad. | mean, i know you get in moods sometimes but this isnt like that. | know its not. You know and i 
know that i know you way too well for the bullshit you've been spinning. Okay? So here's the thing. I'm getting 
to my point. Please. Please, Kurt. Whatever it takes. Will you get it sorted out?" 


Kurt held the phone away from his ear for a moment. Staring in shock. He hadn't realized how bad a shape 
he'd been in. Nor had he realized his been keeping secrets was hurting his friends. 


He hesitated. Taking a moment to actually look himself over. His hair was disgusting. He was wearing the same 
clothes he'd put on a little more than a week ago. He hadnt eaten since the day before yesterday and even 
that was just soup. 

He was pulled back to reality by Krists desperate sounding voice on the other line. 

"Kurt? Kurt. Are you okay?! Kurt..?! Where'd you go? What happened?" 


‘I'm fine." Kurt said quietly, bringing the receiver back to his ear. Holy shit. Was that his voice? 


"No you're not. Please. For the love of fucking God, talk to me. Please. Please please please, Kurt." 


"Luh, | slept with this person that | have some serious feelings for and they don't care for me." He blurted. 


Krist let out a long suffering sigh. Finally relieved that Kurt had told him something about what was wrong. 
And understanding thoroughly. He knew the way Kurt was wired. He understood the way the blond perceived 
things like sex and love. And now he understood what had caused the serious depression that he's fallen into. 


"Have you talked to them about it?" 
"No." Kurt murmured pathetically. "Scared to." 
"Then how do you know they don't like you back?" 


"l. | just do." Kurt said miserably. Shaking his head. "They don't like me like that. They're still hung up on their 
ex. And they're a collector.” 


"Collector?" 
"Dick collectors. Conquesting. Notching their bedpost with every lay." 

"Kurt. Who the fuck are you talking about? Does this have something to do with Dave?" 
Kurt's face went red. He sputtered into the phone. 

"No. Yes. | mean. How the fuck did you know?!" 


'It was pretty obvious. | mean you two are normally so close, but you've been weirdly avoiding each other 
every time we're ever there. | dunno, | wouldn't be so quick to jump the gun and say he's just bed hopping. He 
doesn't seem to be that type of guy, | mean, contrary to what people say about him. Why don't you just try 


something?" 
"Like what?" 


"Like fucking talking to him, Kurt. You're not gonna find out anything until you fucking talk about this and clear 
the air." Krist sighed, and Kurt could practically hear him scrubbing his face in frustration. "Words are pretty 
amazing fucking things, man. That's all I'm saying. You're usually good with them, too. You both need to talk it 
out. Okay? Okay. | gotta go. I'll call back tonight. Make sure you clean up and eat something sometime today.’ 


Kurt sighed and hung up the phone after telling Krist that he'd try. What he'd try, he didn't know. But he'd try 
something. He heaved another sigh. Tugging at his hair and grimacing a litle. It felt greasy. Like. More than 


usual. He dragged his gaze across himself and across the room. 


His blood ran cold when he saw the shadow of someone standing in the door way. 


"Jesus Christ!" He hissed. 


"No.. Not quite.." Came the deadpan response. Dave looked tired. Dark circles shadowing under his eyes. "Who 
was that?" 


Kurt hesitated, taking a moment to look the other over. Realizing that he really did look awful. He wondered 
why. He hadn't really thought about it before. Why Dave was acting up and hiding away and stuff. 


"Krist." 

"Checking up again?" 
"Yeah." 

Fuck this was awkward. 


Dave shifted uncomfortably. A frown pulling at his mouth. That beautiful mouth. He always looked so damned 
kissable and gorgeous. Even looking pissed off as he did at that moment. 


lm not notching my bedpost with every lay." He said plainly. Kurts jaw dropped. He hadn't realized Dave had 


been listening. 
"and if it was bothering you so bad, you should have said something." 


Kurt had phased out. Still stuck on the fact that Dave had been listening in on him. That he'd heard everything 
he'd said. 


" because | really like you too and |." 
Wait. What had he just said? 

" Wanna make sure you're happy n' shit.” 

"D-Dave.?" Kurt whimpered, staring at the redhead with wide eyes. Taking a moment to properly look him over. 
The redhead stared back at him sadly. 

"Come here" Kurt choked, "Come. Please. 

After a moments hesitation, Dave did as was requested of him. Slowly making his way over to where the blond 


was sitting. His heart beating fast. Breathing picking up when Kurt grabbed him and pulled him down into a hug. 
Dave immediately returned the embrace. Squirming a little and kissing Kurts forehead. 


"Why didn't you just tell me?" The redhead murmured. 
Kurt sniffled. "I could ask you the same question" 


Dave laughed a little. Growing silent for a time and just resting against the other. Slowly, he opened his eyes 
and looked up at him. 


"Wanna go take a shower?" He asked softly. 
Kurt managed a weak smile. "Yeah. Lets go together?" 


Dave grinned, planting a kiss on the blonds lips ever so briefly. "Of course together.” 
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Though the two had finally come to terms with the fact that they reciprocated feelings for each other, the 
next week to pass was still somewhat awkward. Neither of them knew how to broach the subject properly. 


However, one night as they lay tangled on the couch and watching television, Dave was the one to bring it up. 


"So are we like... Dating now?" He asked, brows furrowed slightly as he watched the mindless horror movie that 
was equal amounts too much fake blood and fake tits. 


Kurt hesitated, somewhat unsure how to answer. "Do you want to be dating now?" He asked back, refusing to 


look down at the other. 

"Do you?" Dave peeked up hesitantly, trying to gauge an answer or response. 

Kurt swallowed thickly. "Maybe?" He squeaked. 

"Then yes." Dave said softly, curling up a little more and turning away from the TV to burrow into the blond's 
chest. "I'd be really happy if | could call you my boyfriend." He admit, pink blush curling up his neck and settling 
in his cheeks. 

Kurt hesitantly looked down, "Really?" 

"Yeah... You've.. Well, you've done so much for me. | really really care about you, Kurt" 

The blond's gaze slipped, a blush creeping across his own face. 


"Can | kiss you?" The redhead asked innocently. 


Kurt only nodded, unable to breathe much less respond. He held his breath even as Dave shifted around again 


and kissed his cheek with soft softness it was scarcely felt. Hesitantly the older man nosed at Kurt/s jaw, 
kissing across the scruffy skin and finally reaching his lips. Catching the blond off guard by it, he caught his 
lips in a sinfully sweet kiss. Nibbling at his bottom lip a little and slowly coaxing the blond into returning it even 
as his lungs burned. 

As Dave pulled back, Kurt finally breathed, 

"Y-you don't have to ask to do that." He managed to mumble. 


"No?" Dave seemed genuinely confused, and for a moment Kurt forgot that any recent experience Dave may 


have had with relationships had been bad ones. 


"No." He said softly, arm sliding lower around him. "I don't mind. You can do whatever you want." He laughed a 


bit to himself at another thought. "Besides. we did already do the do. 
Dave laughed, looking up with mirth-filled eyes. "Do the do?" He repeated, “What, are you two?" 
"At heart" The blond said proudly, giving the other a slight squeeze. 

"Fuck, does that mean Im a pedophile?" Dave asked, a mock concern lining his face. 


"Sorry to break it to you like that" Kurt chuckled, letting his head rest on top of the other's and earning a 


happy purr in response. 


"| guess you're right though." Dave said quietly after a moment's silence. "We did already.. Yeah.. | dunno, | 
just.. l'm used to asking before doing anything.” 


"Like eating breakfast" Kurt murmured, sighing softly. There had been a lot of things that Dave slowly had to 


get used to just doing rather than asking permission or even just avoiding because he wasn't ‘allowed! to do it. 


"Like eating breakfast, or sitting on the couch, or wearing your clothes." Dave paused, "I'll get used to it" He 
said firmly, looking up with a vaguely determined expression "Ill get used to it, and hopefully you can have a 


normal boyfriend." 


Kurt smiled weakly, nuzzling at Dave's hair. "You are normal." He said softly, "Just out of touch with the way 
things should happen. Don't worry. I'm happy with you. If you wanna call us proper boyfriends, then that's 
fantastic. | couldn't be happier with anyone else." 


Dave looked surprised. "Really?" He breathed. 
"Really." Kurt bit at his lip, gaze trailing back up to the TV, a piercing scream breaking from one of the girls as 


the killer chased them down "I don't know if | can actually make it any more obvious, but | really care about 


you. You're a really good person, Dave. And, | mean, it helps that you're fucking adorable." 


"You're a dirty fucking liar, but I'll take it." Dave muttered, leaning up and sighing as he pressed his lips to the 


others once more. 


"Not lying." Kurt murmured, pulling Dave up a little as the kisses grew in number and became slightly more 


needy. 


Dave slowly unfurled in Kurt's lap, twisting himself right around so he could crawl up his body and feed him 
each decadent kiss. Kurt's fingers trailed up Dave's back and eventually into his hair where they would thread 
through sunset strands and part them in various fashions. Slowly, Dave's kisses grew lax. Fewer of them 


growing softer with each one. At first Kurt thought there was something wrong. 
"Should we be taking it slow?" Dave asked, earning a sigh of mixed relief and disbelief. 


"We may well have been dating for months now.. We've already fucked once." Kurt paused, "But if you want to 
take it slow--" 


lm okay with this if you are." Dave said, eyes wide as he cut Kurt off. 


The blond was surprised. Sure, he was getting better, but Dave hardly ever spoke up for himself, let alone cut 


anyone off. Even Kurt. 
lm okay with it" Kurt said, giving Dave a grin before kissing him once again. 


They started slow. Soft and passionate kisses giving way, fairly quickly, to deeper, needier kisses involving more 
teeth and tongue. Hands wandered and slowly, buttons and zippers came undone as jeans were pulled away from 
heated skin Dave panted, rolling his body down into the others and silently willing broken moans and gasps to 
escape him. Flesh met flesh and needy noises broke from them both as they took the time to become 
acquainted with each other's bodies more thoroughly. 


There were only fast kisses and languid handjobs, but to them, it was all they needed. So much frustration and 


discomfort easing away in slow strokes and dominating tongues. The movie played on, ignored, in the background. 


